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I who am but a tin soldier 

make believe my new found Blackness 

will shield my clay heart from the 

bitter smile of that religious Jesus 

freak whose ancestors have castrated 

my ancestors’ children’s dicks and 

covered them with Aunt Jemima syrup. 

I use whites’ minds to start my mind 

to start my mouth which flows white 

lava into the minds of my Brothers and 

Sisters. 

I speak of Revolution.... and all the 

while the Devil’s Daughter sifts my penis 

and tells me how beautiful by Blackmess is 

as her words which glog the rusty gears of 

my mind... causes my inner life which is the 
only me who knows reality...is slowly returning 
to his four hundred year coffin and as he returns 
he whispers.. “Maybe a thousand years from now? 
I bathe my Brothers in a funky reality that 
causes them to smile the smile of Chita while 
Tarzan shits on my panther button. 


Claude Ferguson 
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PART ONE 


outcry 


Super Blacks 


Superficial in our actions 

Superstitious about life 

Supersaturated with sexual desires 
Superabundance of critical remarks 

Supercool while in the crowd 

Supersensitive about religion 

Supereminent, we think, in our appearances 
Supervision for Blacks who need no supervision 


Superdominated by the white oppressors 
but never superserviceable to our people 


James E. Ratliff 


The Degraded American 


They took us from our rich and dark land 
Bonded our neck, legs, and hands 

Called us niggers, Blackies and trash 

Made us toil and suffer from the end of a 
whip lash. 

Then give us a gun and sent us to fight 

Even though we know damn well its not right 
Then upon our return to this great U. S. of A. 
We are still downgraded in the same old way. 


John McCain 


(Untitled) 


FROM THE TIME I CAN REMEMBER I HAVE BEEN TREATED WRONG 
IT HAS HAPPEN SO OFTEN UNTIL I WISH FOR JUST A LITTLE GOOD 
WHITE MAN, BLACK MAN AND MAN ALONE 

I HAVE RECEIVED MY FILL OF THIS “IF I COULD” 


I AM BEGINNING TO LOOK FOR MY PLACE 

A PLACE WHERE I CAN BE RECOGNIZED AND KNOWN 
IT DOESN’T REQUIRE THAT MUCH SPACE 

ONLY SOMEWHERE THAT I MAY FEEL AT HOME 


I HAD TO GO TO ANOHTER COUNTRY TO FEEL LIKE A MAN 

THERE WERE NO PROBLEMS THERE: THEY TREATED ME RIGHT 
RETURNED TO THE STATES HAVING TO TAKE A STAND 

BECAUSE OF THIS MAN WHO STILL WANTS TO FIGHT 


I HAD NO BIG IMPOSSIABLE EXPECTATIONS 

JUST LITTLE THINGS THE CONSTITUTION SAY IS MINE 

I DIDN’T DEMAND OF YOU THE SIMPLICITY OF CONVERSATION 
JUST A LITTLE RESPECT AND TO BE TREATED RIGHT IN THIS 
DAY AND TIME. 


Edgar L. Hunter 
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ANTHROPONOMIC NIGHTMARE 


I saw a space craft of alien orgin approach what appeared to be a 
large cinder, upon which they landed their craft. After an hour 


or so delay they erected a sign and as they departed the florescent 
words that were on the sign burned their image into my mind. 
GALAXY: Milky Way 

SOLAR SYSTEM: Sol 

THIRD PLANET, NAME: Terra 

LIFE FORM: Homo sapien 

LIFE SPAN: 50,000 B.C.----1972 A.D. 


CAUSE OF DESTRUCTION: STUPIDITY, HA, AND 
NUCLEAR FISSION 


D.H. Gordon 


Ball of Confusion 


This chaotic ball of confusion 

This unrealistic world of dissolution 

I’m in the midst of a prejudice society. 

My existence was once one of seclusion 

The true identity of the Black man is being 
stereotyped by white bastards whoknow nothing 

of Blackness or humanity 

These crackers categorize all Blacks as Amos and 
Andies accepting the shit that they are dishing 
out; to be digested without question or awareness 


by Uncle Toming niggers and dreamers of whiteness. 
Fuck the entire ill run ball of 
confusion 
Fuck the bastards in it who possess 


polluted minds and polluted souls 


James E. Ratliff 


AMERICA SPEAKS 


AMERICA SPEAKS OF EQUALITY 
NONE OF WHICH IT HAS 
AMERICA SPEAKS OF FREEDOM OF SPEECH, 
BODY, AND MIND. 
NONE OF WHICH IT HAS 
AMERICA SPEAKS OF BEAUTY 
NONE OF WHICH IT HAS 
YES AMERICA SPEAKS AND AMERICA LIES 
ONE LIE UPON ANOTHER 
AMERICA SPEAKS. 


Mona Maree Bryant 
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PART TWO 


strength 


LIFE 

FOR ONE BLACK IN AMERICA. 

A HISTORY OF SLAVERY AND 

MENTAL DEATH 

TAKEN FROM OUR MOTHER’S 

WOMB BEFORE WE COULD ENJOY THE FRUITS 

OF LABOR, 

AND PLACED IN A BARREN WORLD OF SUBHUMANOIDS 

WHO DISPLAYED US AS CREATURES OF RIDICULE 

AND IGNORANCE. 

BUT WE ARE RISING TO A HIGHER PLANE 

WHERE THE FRUITS OF OUR MOTHER’S LABOR 

WILL MATERIALIZE, AND ONCE AGAIN THE 

SECRETS OF THE UNIVERSE AND THIS PLANE CALLED 
EARHT WILL BE OURS, 

BECAUSE BLACK PEOPLE KNOW ALL AND ARE ALL. 

SO RISE AND MAKE THE TREK HOME FOR THE TIME IS RIGHT 
AND WE SHALL LIVE IN PEACE AND HAPPINESS FOR EONS TO COME. 


C. R. Mawutor Conley 
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PART THREE 


the search 


BLACK STRENGTH 


Born BLACK (white grandfather) - beautiful AFRICAN princess 
cuddled in a christian papa’s caress 
no hope in any american BLACK future 

raised in (white christian oriented) black churches to remain 
Black but pure 
Prejudice and hardships to eternally endure 
third grade is enough white education 


work in the white fields - in the white kitchen 
married at twenty - stubborn BLACK “‘boy” (white father) Joe 
he got a ninth grade education but farming all he know 

BLACK children come (Nathaniel, Melvin, Roosevelt, Roland, 

Lindberg, Kay, Jo Ann, Theron) white names but niggers for 

sho 

Put dem chillin to work in de fils fer whitey 
white farm after white farm - Joe discovered that Blacks 
ain’t got no american society 

----nigga you ain’t gonna grow nothing on that farm - too 
much NUT grass! 


RAGGEDY HOUSE, RAGGEDY CLOTHES, NO MILK TA PUT IN 


the ole JELLY GLASS 
chop the grass pull the grass plow the grass - gotta kil it - 
kil it -----FAST! 
Got a profitable farm - new home, new car, new truck, new 
tractor------STILL BLACK! 


round and round in whitey’s potatoe sack 


NIGGER - NIGGER - NIGGER - NIGGER/ You can’t eat here Nigger 
boy 
You think white folks some kinda TOY! 


VOTE! what fer - this is america, nigger - you ain’t got no 


rights to enjoy 
HEY NIGGER BOY THAT SHO A NICE FARM YOU GOT HOW 


BOUT SELLIN IT 
NO! -- you think you had hard times gittin it - SHIT! 


HA - HA! bad crop las year - no money to fertilize - nigga man - 


you best sell and quit 
Mortage - Ha - Ha! - See nigger man - I’ll get it yet 


won't give in will you nigger man - well your future will 


always be debt 
DAMMIT! I thought that ole nigger would give in and sell - 


shit/ now he done drunk hisself to death andgone to HELL! 
FUCK him - we can work on dat nigger woman of his jest 

as well 

with nine black bastards/she can’t hold out long 


GOD DAMN - BLACK WOMEN ARE TOO MOTHER FUCKING STRONG! 


JETTIE THOMAS 
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I look at you and laugh not realizing that 
I suffer from the same wrath placed upon 


all Black people. My condition might be fine 
But I have no mind 


Your clothes are ragged and shoes rocked over 
Rough hands with broken nails and worried wrinkled face 


make you seem more obscure 
But behind it all you look familiar. 
Damn you’re my --------- 


C. R. Mawutor Conley 


The Dedicated Mother 


I can recall when survival for my family was as hard as hell 
No one cared if we wore dirty clothes that even smelled 


The food was limited and my mother sighed 
And we five kids just sat and cried 


We didn’t know where our next piece of bread was coming from 
When the weather was cold our feet were never warm 


The rent man knocked at the door for his pay 
My step-father hadn’t worked for a week and a day 


I don’t know whether he was lazy and didn’t want to work 
Or maybe he had a sickness of some sort. 


Years have passed and the same five kids and mother live a 
different life. 
Not like the one of complete hunger and strife 


The mother is still dedicated and wants us to succeed, 
For she has provided us with the majority of our needs 


A woman who has suffered much sorrow and dispair 
But she always showed us that she did care. 


James E. Ratliff 


To Be Denied 


To be denied - the companion of self 
To be denied - the chance to explore 
Life’s never bending tracks of age 

Is like having the air cut off. 


To be denied - the ultimate thrill of love 
Is like being left naked on a sheet of ice 
Chilled to the marrow 

Existing only in a frozen state. 


To be denied - the fight to sit in apathy 
Is like being pushed into a world of 
Petrified statues. 

You’re the only one that can see 

The others eyes and glazes. 


To be denied - total existance 
Is like being invisible - black 
No one sees - no one cares 
Where the crying comes from, 
As you are being denied. 


To be denied 

Is the feeling you get 
As loneliness sneaks in 
Leaving you in limbo. 


Jessie Quick 


My Hidden Face 


Once again I search for my hidden face 

To find the life I want opposite my distaste. 

Let low my sorrow in the dungeon that nearly 
swallowed me. 

Hollow is my heart, free from any hurt. 

I walk alone; my walk is long: in my mind I sing 
a song... Forever, Forever my love start back 
home, that whirls about to end my doubt. 

My man died; he left me behind and I fear my life 
is ended, until I find ... Oh when I find my 

life behind my hidden face. 


Hazel S. Peterson 


The bitch rode high 
soaring in her own ecstasy turning and rotating in her own 


Revolution. 


The bitch opened the umbilicus 
of her mind releasing power not known 
to man. 


The bitch feasted on chaos 
knowing that only she could perform the mightiest feats 


unknown to man. 
The bitch had no Kharma 


sublime bitch was a state of mankind’s mind 
unknown even to herself. 


Dora Hinson 
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PART FOUR 


sensations 


Picture by John Hargette 


Murmurs 
(Verses written while waiting 


for my loved one to arrive) 


Beautiful African dream... 

I have loned... hunger... 

cried for you infinite Blackness 
to drown the insane afflictions 
I have had to endure... 

Black woman... Refuel my spirit 
with the purity and strength 


of the passionate fires of 
your love... 


Claude Ferguson 


The Age Of 


We flew in the clouds 
above everything except ourselves 
What a feeling of sublime excellance! 
lollipops, twinkling eyes, 
laughter 
The warm feeling I received as 
you gave me your love. 


Dora Ann Hinson 


In a Pile of Leaves 


Trees tossed downward their leaves and 

We claimed them as our bed 

The wind blew silently throughout with 

no sound, no heartbeat 

Somewhere up in the sky the sun 

turned a color of silver, giving not of its essence. 

No birds ot sing out welcomes 

But yet the river roared and attempted to claim our souls. 
The spell evolved into denuding all ties 

with mechanical things causing us to embrace among our own; 
(the trees, the leaves, the earth, the sun) 

- Where do we fit in? 

Are we part of the immaculate order of nature 
Somehow the organismpf life and the 

little joys we participated in, run a shutter on the cords 
of contained existence 

We realize we must follow the tune of sublime rapture 
and attempt once again to 

emerge into each other 

to fit the linking parts as if to form a whole 

Yet still 

the silence persists on the 

skin of time 


Dora Ann Hinson 


lst Genesis 


My senseless desire to make fake love to her 
My greed;. . . Much prolonged had to satisfy itself 
Greed that now manifest infinite varieties of awsome 


entities who engulf/ devour the few fading shadows of 
my reasoning 


Claude Ferguson 


Tniv Recips 


Is it because I really know that 
The whole affair was only an affair 
And the heated releases of energy 
Were only that----exactly the way 
It was. 
Is this why I crumble when I can 
only catch a glance of his at 
Some distance. 
Affairs are like that 
‘cause that’s what affairs are 
made of 
All that can be done is to take 
In a couple of sighs and attempt 
To get control of all these guilt 
complexes that are 
beginning to creep into my 
wounds left open 
by his majesty...none other 


Dora Ann Hinson 
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A WORLD OF ECSTASY 

SOUND RHYTHM, TIME 

A PLANE OF VIBRATIONS SO SURREAL 
THAT MY SUBLIME CAN ONLY COMPREHEND 
HIGHER HIGHER I SOAR TO 

GREATER HEIGHTS OF NEVER ENDING VIBRATIONS 
RESOUNDING FROM SPHERE TO SPHERE 
NEVER ENDING OR DYING 

J FLOAT TILL I DWELL 

IN A LEONE OF TIME AND MUSIC 

MUSIC AND TIME 


C. R. Mawutor Conley 


Someday Til be free 

to live eternally 

in peace and harmony 
Someday Ill be free. 


Now my life is free 
I can live joyously 
In a changed society 


Now my life is free 


Mona Adcock 


Bullets flying, Niggers hiding 
A bomb explodes 

Someone shouts reload 
Sirens screaming 

Cops are beating heads ‘til they are 
limp like okra 

Mace in the face 

Tear gas in the nose and eyes 
People are shouting 

Why? Why? Why? 

Is this the Revolution? 


Is this the end? 
Hell no! 


This a nigger week-end 


C. R. Mawutor Conley 


The Ethric Double 


(The Single realism) 


Hello world. It has been a long time since I lastrespondedto you. It has 
been too long. The roads were rough, the paths weren’t so straight. Many of 
life’s adversities stopped me on my journey but were overpowered by the 
strength of my determination. Somewhere in the last couple of years I got 
lost, got caught up ina frency. It really wasn’t that long ago but the time on 
this plane moves rather fast...much too fast for us to play around. I can’t 
commend myself for having succeeded in returning back on the road I am 
destined by myself to follow because I haven’t succeeded yet. It’s nice to be 
back. 


My guardian from another plane cut my strings so that experience could 
perhaps teach lessons that it couldn’t rightly do for me. It was a horrifying 
experience to be put out of the universe’s protected arms in a sphere of 
nasty, filthy grabbing fingers of the ugliness of life. I fought with every 
breath of my frame to hold up. Problem after problem arose, illness after 
illness attacked but the strong mysterious beauty of my soul stood strong. 
The imaginative power of mind over matter worked continuously so I could 
not crumble. 


My truth stood tall. My righteousness held a firm ground. Demon after 
demon attempted to possess my body attempting to cause dual conflict but 
my purpose had not been fulfilled and my truth stood tall. 


Love? What was love? I knew not of the word. I fell through the pit of 
fire getting burned losing parts of me until my pain became too much and I 
screamed out in surrender! My guardian lent not a hand. The walls closed in, 
there was only one door to escape but it kept moving in different places. My 
head ached from confusion and then I felt all the secrets of my mind 
congregate in the center of my head in a spot between my eyes. Rays began 
to extend from it and its force was so great it pressed my skull. I realized 
that I was my only maker and breaker. I could make myself or break myself. 


I had all the powers to survive this terrifying experience that I lived in the 
last couple of years. Finally, I found a door that led to escape and after 
entering through it, I found myself locked in tighter. 


God help me! God help me! God please help me! I am so afraid. Can’t 
you hear me crying inside? Cannot the power of my soul’s voice be 
understood beneath all of the sores and scars of my karma? 


God----god was an empty creation of my fears. God wasn’t around. There 
were no tears to be found in my eyes because there was nothing to cry 
about. I caused most of this terrible condition I was in. It dawned on me 
that a couple of years ago I made God vanish from my life. He was gone, he 
was gone, he was gone, he was gone. 


I had begun to hate myself and doubt my supreme gifts of power that I 
once possessed. Damn! Damn! only me left out here alone to fight. 
I saw what death was like in all its different colors. All the colors of death 
are one and the same. The most ghastly part is the tearing away of the spirit 
from the body. I saw and felt that tearing away. ! wanted to hold on to the 
body. I had become separated from. Why? I was earth bound. My desires 
were on too many material things. I saw that body get farther away from me 
until I realized that it meant nothing to me now. I was a soul, a thinking 
mind of unsurpassed knowledge. I had learned my lessons well and fought 
hard but not hard enough. 


Hello world. I am once again a unified whole in this plane. I am strong. I 
know the secrets of life. Mother Africa smiled at me and gave me her love. 
My ancestors crowded over my head and decided to watch me grow again as 
their eagle of life’s life light. This I am looked on as a matured woman. My 
guide has returned. . . I can feel his presence warming my heart with 
emotions true and righteous. Alljoined hands with me and sighed a breath of 
supreme beauty on my face. The demons of the dark are reluctant to come 
too close for fear of my shining armor. 


Hello world. I am back into reality as a moving force of determination. 
This is necessary for you to know my fellow comrades because we are in a 
fight. This fight is going to determine whether we win or lose as a people. We 
must begin to look up and demand the forces of life to open up. We as a 
people, a black righteous people, are not going to be able to walk any straight 
roads until we cast aside the ugliness that has us surrounded. The truth of all 
blackness is in our mind...the mind that possesses knowledge that is inert. 
The mind that is the center of all living things. Love is the reality fo the soul. 


We must confront ourselves and fight through our scars and blemishes 
until we reach the pure, refined innerself that is really ourself, guarding and 
protecting us from needly blindness on earth. 


Black people what are y’all going to do? No matter how much knowledge 
we possess as a people, no matter how many guns we fire, no matter how 
much we continue to fool and lie to ourselves, we are not to succeed until 
we face the reality of our existence. . . we will know that our purpose and 
our fight is truly righteous. Truth is on its way and we will be proud and 
have a reality that cannot be questioned. Come along with me and we will 
stand at the door leading to our own knowledge. Rhythm of your mind, the 
tune of your life, move like the forces you possess. 


Touch your ethric double, the single realism. 


Power and Creation 


Dora Hinson 
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